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PAMINA. 


-ae  fell  upon  her  ha  1  tin- 
The  bieak  winds  playing  ihrough  her  naKeu 
And  linking  tight  her  coid,  transparent  haïui 
She  fixed  her  eyes  on  God  and  prayed  alouc. 


dosv  Victor's  cot,   near  Ashforr 
Mtpi  on  the  border  of  a  flow'ry  dale. 
Where,  at  the  peep  of  dawn  the  red  cock  croweci 
In  stately  pride  and  grand  solemn^- 
And  bade  the  slothful  village  '^oul!^  yvv«Ke. 
At  lurh  of  mid-day,  strode  the  warm  sun  iu 
And  roused  the  dreamy  hamlet  in  its  bed  : 
Tneft  gHded  off  behind  the  Western  hill. 
j  kiss  the  boulders  and  the  chilly  cloves. 

spacious  meadow  spread  from  barn  to  wooa 
winding  pathway  crept  down  through  the  gras 
.•\ii  sprinkled  with  the  dots  of  richest  dew— 

King-  Morninîr"':  jewels.    giistening  in   the  suii 

...^  > ^    :'yom  thor  stanchels  loos-ed, 

Siood  lowing  at  the  edge  of  forest  shade. 
Where  twining  vines  and  thorny  bushes  grew, 

Tliar  rr»iinl\'  luir'^er!  the  biushiny     ren  >'.!i(î  rr><i.&. 


The   pursy  shcep  came  vvilli  iheir  linklmg  belh. 
And  of  d  sudden,  breaking  iVom  ihe  trail, 
Would  amble  off  to  South  and  through  a  lane 
ThiU  ran  quite  lo  a  dawdling,  vagrant  brook. 
Where  flocks  and  herds  alike  went  down  to  ù 
.\nd  tended  by  the  widow  Victor's  child, 
Ey  name.  Pamina,  belle  of  Ashford  Town. 
With  not  her  match,  for  manv  lea^rues  aroini'i. 


With  birth  ot"  Kaster-tide,    a  guest  arrive: 
A  city  kinsman — Mina  s  cousin  Toni. 
An  artist  who  had  lit  the  lamp  of  famé, 
And  won  renown,  until  his  choice  repute 
Rang  through  the  houses  of  the  noble  great, 
Where  genius  tinds  seductive  patronage, 
While  patrons  worship  at  the  lion's  shrine. 

The  sober  Goddess  Nighi  had  set  her  cal  m 
Upon  the  lazy  homes  of  Ashford  Town. 
The  cousins  seated  by  the  lamp's  soft  glow. 
Gave  hard  the  spur  to  interchange  of  thoughr 
While  Tom,  relating  tours  by  land  and  se.i 
And  naming  countries  he  had  journeyed  o'tï 
From  pôle  to  pôle,  declared  that  in  his  jaunts 
He  neer  had  spied  a  face  as  fair  as  hers  : 
And  whispered  that  a  secret  he'd  to  tell, 
riien  [»ressed  her  hand  :  but  faint  heart  foilins?  him. 


Ile  foLind  no  tongue  to  furlher  press  his  suit, 
And  like  a  bashful  lover,  quitted  her. 

But  when  next  day  at  dawn  she  started  forth 
To  drive  her  thirsty  flock  down-to  the  brook, 
She  glanced  behind — and  Tom  ran  after  her  ! 

Conic  LD  tiic  Micaiii.  ^)uc  (-liuNc  xn;:  iioc.k  knee-deep, 
And  sat  upon  the  bank  to  see  them  drink. 
Toni  knelt  beside  her  with  new  birth  of  grâce  ; 
And  while  the  nervous  runnel  gurgled  past, 
He  cast  his  hidden  secret  from  his  breast, 
Told  her  his  taie,  of  love  in  fervid  tones, 
And  ail  enr;iT)Tiiro.i    ^cwntlif^d  lipr  m  his  heart  ! 


lier  grcal,  black,  melling  eyes  rode  out  on  his  : 
And  over-come  with  tlushed  embarrassment 
That  drives  confusion  to  the  girlish  cheek 
And  shakes  her  with  a  slight,  hystérie  force, 
She  burrowed  in  his  breast  and  sobbed  aloud. 
And  when  the  crimsom  tinge  had  died  awav, 
She  raised  lier  pretty  face  and  dried  her  eyes. 
Ail  thriïled  with  maiden's  quickest  passion-throb 
She  answcred  Tom's  embrace  with  clinging  flame 
And  kissed  him  wiih  her  hot  lips  on  his  own  ! 
And  then  ' 


The  red  thrush  hid  his  mate  beneath  his  wing. 

The  wailing  willows  chanted  plaintively. 

The  flowers  on  the  banks  hung  down  their  heads 

And  blushing,  gave  the  signal  not  to  speak. 

The  bells  of  Conscience  toUed  a  bitter  dirge. 

A  modest  silence  clutched  the  warm  Spring  winds, 

As  Nature  bowed  her  head  upon  her  breast, 

In  judgment  brooding  o'er  the  tangled  spell  ! 


Upon  the  Christmas  Eve,  a  twelve-month  hence, 

And  in  the  house  of  one  of  social  famé, 

The  cheering  city  lamps  blazed  brilliantly, 

And  shed  their  glare  upon  the  merry  guests, 

Ail  mindless  of  the  raging  storm  without, 

And  thoughtless  of  the  homeless,  aching  hearts 

That  plodded  through  the  streets  and,  shelterless, 

That  envied  c'en  the  street-lamps'  sickly  warmth  : 

Nor  spied  they  on  the  chill,  frost-bitten  steps 

A  feeble,  wan  and  God-forsaken  form 

There  peering  through  the  window  on  the  guests, - 

A  woman,  bearing  beauty's  traces  rare, 

But  now  so  wasted  !     And  the  glinting  light 

That  bared  the  cruel  ravage  of  distress, 

Crept  back,  as  if  through  sensé  of  charity, 

And  left  the  sad  face  in  the  gloom  of  night. 

Thus  as  she  bent  to  see,  yet  be  not  seen, 


She  tell  upoii  her  halting,  stark  bare  knees, 
The  bleak  winds  playing  througli  her  nakedness": 
And  linking  tight  her  cold,  transparent  hands, 
She  fixed  her  eyes  on  God  and  prayed  aloud  ! 

A  guest  came  gayly  ont  and  hurried  by. 
A  gleam  of  light  revealed  his  handsome  face. 
"Tom  !  Tom  !  for  God's  sake,  pity  !  "  cried  the  girl. 
He  turned  in  abject  terrer  at  her  voice. 
*'  I  hâve  no  faith  in  love  that  veers  !  "  she  cried, 
"And  like  the  fickle  vane,  a  breath  doth  move  ! 
Hâve  I  been  but  your  toy,  thèse  empty  years  ? 
Speak,  inan  !  For  God's  sake,  speak  !   Tell  me  the 

truth  !  " 

Hate's  cold  discourtesy  his  sole  reply, 
He  bade  her  not  so  much  as  live,  or  die. 
And  as  he  strove  to  free  himself  from  her — 
Whose  loathing  lashed  itself  into  a  flood 
And  swallowed  up  her  girlish  love  of  years, — 
She  rose  and  fell    and  died  within  his  arms  ! 


^^^ 


LAMENT  OF  THE   ROSE-BUSH. 


A  rose-bush,    asleep  bv  ihe  walI. 


i   oiossoined   and   uinsneu   lor  a   day, 
In  my  innocent,   maiden  way. 
:  courted  bright  life,  as  became  my  right, 
]  ill  the  Love-winds,  going  astray,  one  night, 
Xested  and  purred  in  my  limbs,  till  day-light. 
And  plucked  my  lone  rose-bud  from  me, 
Then  flung  me  a  taunt  for  a  fee — 
And  flitted  ofl' over  the  sea. 


But  nobody's  cared   for  me,    ihougii, 

Since  the  Love-winds  came,  long  ago,  . 

And  played  through  my  hmbs,  and  piped  on  the 

And  set  the  tongues  of  the  gossiping  weeds 

Agog  with  the  falsehoods  ofrnv  mi^sfîeeds — 

And  flitted  off  over  the  s 

My  rose  bloometh  not  unto  me. 

And   nobodv  wanîs  ihe  bare  tree. 


A   MESSAGE  TO  M 


Is  not  this  wildness  sheer  foUy,  at  best  ? 

When  on  the  wing,  doth  thy  lone  heart  find  rest 

Had  it  not  better  come  home  to  its  nest  ? 


v-cii.^t; 


Whence — ^unto  whom — ^doth  thy  poor  heart  go  put: 
Stray  not  beyond  me  !     Ah,  why  further  roam  ? 


My  love-soul"s  yearning  !     Wait  not  to  oe  toici 
That  my  arms  still  open  to  thee,  as  of  old, 
When  thy  love  and  mine  were  virgin  and  bold  ! 

...  ...  -.  ihis  wildness  sheer  foUy,  at  Lcot: 

When  on  the  wing,  doth  thy  lone  heart  find  rest  ? 
Stray  not  beyond  me  !     Ah,  why  further  roam  ? 
Come  !    While  thv  winL-'s  are  still  white,  lo\-e  r<>ni 


DRIFTING    APART. 

[From  "Broken  Barriers."] 


Drifting  apart  !  as  the  cruel  shades 
Of  the  years  rise  up  'twixt  you  and  me  ! 
Drifting  apart  ! — two  separate  tides 
Carry  us  out  o'er  the  wide,  wild  sea  ! 
Drifting  apart  !   for  another's  love 
Hath  blinded  you  to  the  love  I  planned. 
Drifting  apart  !  for  that  alien  love 
Hath  frozen  your  heart  and  chilled  your  hand. 
Drifting  !   Drifting  and  further  astray  ! 
My  God  !  will  \ve  ever  again,  one  day 
Meet  in  the  passion  of  life's  hottest  fray, 
And  love,  as  we  did,  in  the  good  old  way? 


WHAT  IS  LOVE? 


Ye  ask,   **  VVhat  is  Love  ?  ''     Love  is  our  sun, — 

The  dream  of  a  full  life's  joys  begun  ; 

The  'wak'ning  of  two  grand  soûls  in  one. 

Love's  ripe  bud  is  a  pretty  flower  ; 

Blooms  day  and  night,  in  fond  heart's  bower  ; 

Knows  no  sleep,  no  matter  the  hour  ! 


1 


TEN  YEARS  GONE. 

[ToJ.  A.  K.J 


Ten  busy  years  hâve  passed  away,  old  friend, 
Since  first  \ve  met  ;  ten  sand-like  shifting  years, 
While  many  are  the  recollections  gone. 
Time,  though,  has  left  his  lightest  finger  mark  ; 
Yet  whilst  we've  kept  our  pace  with  living  men, 
What  millions  more  hâve  laid  the  burden  down  ! 

The  question,  then  :     To  what  hâve  we  attained  ? 
Has  this  world  gained  one  jot,  we  having  lived  ? 
Hâve  we,  our  opportunities  improved  ? 
Hâve  we  the  talent  quite  increased  to  ten  ? 
Hâve  we,  as  men,  lived  to  our  duty-bonds 
And  practiced  charity  as  by  the  law, 
By  doing  as  we'd  hâve  men  do  to  us  ? 
Hâve  we,  by.  grave  omissions,  war'd  on  God? 
Hâve  we,  by  grave  commissions,  thwarted  ends, 
Or  claimed  the  guerdon  others  fairly  won  ? 
Hâve  we  each  day  looked  at  our  inner  soûl 
And  asked  how  we  might  throw  one  ray  of  light, 
That  it  might  but  reveal  the  golden  path 
To  those,  in  life,  less  fortunate  than  we  ? 


Wl  C         **V*>j         w\^      \_AC«T.        t*kj      J.AXe.i 


Had  we  but  cast  ahead  and  paved  our  way,— 
Set  out  to  hit  the  truth  at  ev'ry  turn  ? 
Aye,  studied  first  the  landing  place,  then  leapt  ? 
True,  by-gone  roads  cannot  be  trod  again. 
The  kind  of  seed  we  sow,  of  fruit  we  reap  ; 
In  sowing,  hâve  we  chosen  well  our  seed  ? 


Fili  up,  old  friend  !     Thus  drink  we  to  the  past  ! 
Ten  years  is  not  a  Hfe  !     'Tis  but  ten  years. 
So  let  no  mist  of  sorrow  dim  thine  eye. 
The  past  cannot  be  mended.      Let  it  go. 

Drain  we  this  bumper  to  our  getting  on  ! 
Rise  !     Pledge  with  me  to  bravely  fight  the  odds 
Hail  !   Bracing  Youth  !  The  battle  we  would  win 
Aye,  lead  us  down  the  cooHng  path  of  truth. 
vSit  close  by  us  beneath  the  peaceful  shade. 
Where  plays  the  unmixed  brook  of  amity. 
And  where,  forsooth,  we  find  the  Rose  of  morn. 
Whose  scented  breath  is  life's  elixir  rare. 


Hail  !   Life  I  love  !   Avaunt,  ye  pessimists. 

iiggles  to  embrace. 


i  pnzc  tiiee  lur  ihy-  worth  1 
:■  vow  of  loyalty  doth  ride  my  lips 

.  whose  noble  natures  make  them  men. 
iiu  not  the  past — those  few  ten  years — as  lost. 
ey've  had  their  use  and  many  lessons  taught; 
nce  by  those  years,  we'U  guide  our  bark  of  life, 
*     *     * 

-^^.  ...lai  port,  shall  we  in  time  find  out, — 
But  hopc  a  half  an  hundred  years  may  go 
tens  and  tens,  e're  we  shall  reach  that  port. 
e  port,  say  I,  for  'tis  the  passing  in, 
e  grand  admission  to  the  Golden  Realm  ; 
1  ne  shatt'ring  of  the  King  of  Terror's  chain 
That  binds  us  to  this  crust  of  earthiness. 


Once  more,  old  friend,  fill  up  the  cheering  bowl. 
Grieve  not  for  years  gone  by.   Drink  to  their  flight  ! 


-frîSN- 


TILL  MIN  KARA   MIA. 


Down  my  path  comest  thou,  the  daughter 
From  the  Land  of  Midnight  Sun. 
Leagues  beyond  the  Baltic  water 
Norse  and  Saxon  meet  as  one  ! 

How  we  prized  those  days  of  childhood  ! 
How  I  kissed  thy  silken  hair 
As  we  scampered  through  life's  wildwood, 
Breathing  joy's  dew-jeweled  air. 

Look  child  !     Mem'ry's  youth  reposes 
Still,  by  that  romantic  stream  ! 
Pluck  again  from  life's  new  roses. 
Qing  to  girlhood's  golden  gleam. 

Go  on  romping  through  the  flovvers. 
Dance  down  through  the  valley's  wild  ! 
Live  once  more  those  rosy  hours, 
Kfira  Mia,  Sweden's  child  ! 


STAGE  LOVE. 


Love  on  the  stage  is  an  art,  my  lad. 
Love  on  the  stage  is  an  artful  art. 
It  musters  ail  the  force  to  be  had, 
But  Having  nothing  to  do  with  heart, 
It  merely  goes  on  and  plays  its  part. 

Love  off  the  stage  ?     Qui  te  another  trade  ! 
More  of  the  cunning  than  oï  the  art. 
Oft  it  ends  in  a  wild  tirade, — 
Aye,  tear  the  strings  from  a  bleeding  heart  ! 
There's  poison  even  in  Cupid's  dart. 


TOO  LATE! 

[Lines  to  M ] 

But  again  to  be  held  in  thy  fond,  hot  arms, 
That  our  lips  might  meet  in  the  chaos  of  bliss  ! 
To  be  fed  by  the  glow  of  thy  grace-lit  charms — 
I  would  fall  down,  a  slave  at  thy  feet  for  this. 

But  the  load  is  so  heavy  !     Thy  hate-yoke  stings"  ! 
The  door  of  thy  heart  hangs  a  curtain  of  hâte. 
Lo,  thou'rt  flown  away  on  a  maid's  fickle  wings, 
And  my  sore,  weeping  soûl  crieth  out:  "Too  late!" 


THE  STORM  KING. 


Wake,  winds,  blow 

Over  the  piain  and  the  hili, 

Skip,  stream,  rush 

Over  the  wheel  of  the  mill. 

Shake,  winds,  rage, 

Whip  the  muté  race  through  the  locks. 

Lash,  stream,  îeap 

Over  the  rough,  jutting  rocks. 

Rise,  storm,  swell  ! 

Set  ail  the  natives  to  wonder. 

Fume,  storm,  roar  ! 

Lock  arms  with  lightning  and  thunder. 

Earth,  clouds,  winds, 

Are  willing  to  spur  your  battle. 

Howl,  storm,  swoop  ! 


i^unge,  storm  ;      Lnarge 

Over  the  forest  and  dell. 

Sweep,  storm,  burst — 

Scatter  your  agents  of  ^^'^n  ' 

Rear,  strike,  slay  ! 

March  with  gnxn  dealu  al  your  head 

Hold.  storm  '     Fade. 

-V  the  dead  : 


EASTER  MORN. 


•  Who  is  this  Christ  ?  "  one  cried,  just  at  the  hour 
!  'le  soldiers  dragged  Him  iip  to  Calvary. 

■Whoishe?     Know  other  jeered, 

•'  H4s  name  is  Jésus  ;  a  faise  Prophet,  He  ; 

•  Born  of  a  Virgin,"  so  His  dupes  déclare. 
The  taîe  is  this  :      '  To  hated  Nazareth, 
The  angel  Gabriel  was  sent  by  God, 

To  bear  the  Virgin  tidings  in  a  dream — 
A  message,  telling  her  that  she,  the  girl, 
•^hon'J  bear  the  world  a  soul-redeeming  Son. 


J!:  niaiden-thoughts  reverting  to  her  past, — 
While  building  faith  in  Joseph,  her  espoused, 
(  A  scion  of  the  ancient  David's  house. 
\  carpenter  by  trade,  a  holy  tiiJii  i, 
And  musing  o'er  her  bride-hood's  honey-moon, 
When  she  should  put  aside  her  virgin  life  ; — 
While  thus  she  dreamed,'  ihese  arch-fanatics  say, 
•  The  Holy  Shaft  of  God,  veiled  in  a  gleam, 
>.uik  into  \he  ferund  spot  of  Prophecv  ! 


At  the  ripe  lulness  of  her  mother-time, 

This  Mary,  Joseph  and  certain  brethren, 

Went  forth  to  Bethlehem,  to  register, 

For  purpose  of  determining  the  tax, 

As  Emperor  Augustus  had  decreed. 

The  inn  was  fiUed  ;  and  no  place  had  the  host, 

Save  in  the  stables,  to  assign  his  guests, 

So  thither  Joseph  and  the  Virgin  went. 

And  there  was  born  He,  whom  men  call  the  Christ.'' 

"A  likely  taie!"  his  comrad  mocked,  in  turn.  [King! 
'' Weak  fools  hail  Him  King  !     To  Hell  with  the 
Down  with  the  false  Prophet  !  Long  live  Caesar  ! 
Death  to  the  Nazarene  !     Crucify  Him  !  " 
The  rampant  mob  caught  up  the  heated  cry. 
Some  hurled  invectives  at  the  faithful  few, 
While  to  the  mount,the  soldiers  dragged  Him  fortii. 
His  face  dirt-stained,    His  hair  disheveled,  torn. 
Bound  hand-and-hand  was  He — though  Soûl  still 
As  in  their  brutal  rage  the  murdVous  guards  [free!  — 
Rushed  on  Him,  flung  Him  hard  upon  the  Cross, 
And  drove  the  ragged  nails  through  quivering  flesh  ! 

The  sixth  hour,  angels  moaned  and  wailed  aloud  ! 
The  light  of  heaven  lurned  to  eerie  black. 
The  imps  of  Pluto's  musty,  quaking  realm 
Fell  down  in  friglit,  at  fcet  of  Beelzebub. 
Hell's  bowels  rent,  were  shaken  to  their  depth 
And  into  stitling  fustv  chaos  turned  ! 


In  that  swart  hour,  ihere  rose  from  sobbing  clouds 
Christ's  voice  that  shook  the  cross  on  Calvary  ! 
His  plaintive  cry  :    "ELOI  !  ELOI  ! 
My  God  !  My  God  !  why'st  thou  forsaken  me?" 
As   there    He  hung,    proclaiming,    "  IT    IS    FIN- 
ISHED  !" 

That  hour,  the  light  of  Israël  went  out  ! 
The  seàl  of  blight  and  hopeless  doom  was  set 
Upon  the  bent  of  that  Semitic  race 
Whose  Moses  gave  to  them  the  Sacred  law, 
Though  now  they  wore  the  Roman's  galling  yoke. 

Up  from  the  pit  of  that  fell  tragedy 

There  sprang  the  Holy  light  of  Christian  Life  ! 

The  trinity  of  days  in  fever  passed, 

The  earth  seemed  convalescent  with  fresh  joy. 

The  flowers  of  the  field  put  on  new  garb. 

The  singing  winds  effused  a  sacred  glow 

That  fanned  the  bloomingworld  with  coolest  breath. 

Men  cried,   "The  Holy  Christ  of  God  is  ris'n  ! 

The  earth  is  born  again  !     'Tis  Easter  Morn  !  '' 


-KSf«- 


STRAY  THOUGHTS. 

A  woman's  fall  from  grâce  is  heard  hy  God, 

The  law  without  the  peuaity,  is  bare  advice, 

Siiver  door-uI;i:es  are  urîUtrui>  the  lids  of"  miserr. 

Poverty  stows  her  victims  m   garrets  al   nightfai; 
that  they  may  sleep  nearer  God. 


Possibly  you  are  weli  able  to  draw  your  chèque 
for  one,  three,  five,  iwenty  millions. 

That  is  to-day. 

You  are  the  Crœsu^. 

I  am  the  pauper. 

To-morrow,  you  die. 

You  are  the  pauper — a  consummaie  oeggâr,  em- 
ploring  Mother  Earth  to  afford  your  mouldering 
tenement  a  cave  in  which  to  hide  from  the  ravage 
of  time  and  the  jackals. 

I  am  the  Crœsus,  because  i  srill  hold  ihc  lease 
at)on  life. 


Our  cases  nave  Deen  reversea — tiiat  is  aii.  But 
you  would  willingly  exchange  places  with  me  to- 
morrow.  l'ÎI  be  bound. 


Be  proud— proud  as  Lucifer  I  For  m  the  weaith 
of  your  pride,  lies  your  ambition  to  attain  to  a  loftier, 
a  nobler,  a  grander  personality.  As  you  walk  abreast 
ihe  surging  crowd,  cast  a  bold  glance  back  and  dis- 
cover  if  another  and  a  higher  wave  of  pride  is  sweep- 
ing  down  upon  you.  If  you  spy  one,  rise  to  the 
occasion,  by  keeping  your  own  wave  to  the  fore. 
Impress  every  person  that  you  meet,  with  the 
intense  richness  of  your  individuality  and  character. 


Don't  be  in  too  great  a  hurry  to  get  on  through  lifc. 
Life  is  an  accommodation  train  and  will  wait  for  you. 
I  do  not  mean  that  you  shall  cast  your  mantle  of 
ambition  to  the  sloth,  but  season  your  life  with  the 
dignity  of  repose.  Do  not  rush.  God  will  give  you 
time  to  accomplish  everything.  So  will  the  number 
of  your  days  increase,  by  virtue  of  the  laxity  of  your 
pace  through  life  ;  and  as  to  the  lengthening  of  your 
span  of  years,  so  will  be  your  power  to  finish  your 
•vprv  task. 


As&  ixo':.,     w'xieie    wds  uie  inaa   Dori»  :     oui  wneio 
and  how  did  he  die  ? 


i^orne  men  begin  liie  with  an  interrogaùon  point 
anci  after  death,  it  is  used  as  a  head-stone  for  theii 

graves. 


A  beauiiful  tôt  oî  a  chiid.  blue-eyed,  with  locks 
like  corn-silk,  came  and  piaced  her  soft^  pure  hand 
in  mine,  iooked  chiîd-wiseiy  into  my  face  and  hand- 
ed  me  a  blade  of  grass  that  she  had  picked  from  the 
îurf. 

"  'Tan  'oo  make  one  like  'at  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  No,  my  darling,  I  cannot/'  I  replied. 

"  Zen  'oo  aint  as  bid  as  Dod,  is  'oo?  " 

I  wondered  if  any  man,  bent  upon  blotting  out  aîl 
of  the  crédit  due  to  the  Omnipotent  for  the  existing 
Universe,  had  ever  met  with  a  more  convincing  bit  oi 
argument  as  to  his  own  utter  Uttieness,  when  corn- 
Dàred  with  the  Power  that  Créâtes  r 


-•4^*»- 


THE  \s  i  walked    amongsi   the  struggimg 

OESERTEO    brambles  and   the  clinging  vines  and 

NEST.         iooked  upon  the  poor  little  hay-woveri 

.•:>me  that  îhe  moiher-bird  had  forsaken,  something: 

--....  ç^  ,,>...:.., ;^^.  r..  t,^.,/  v.-^.^rt  as  being  most  îouching- 

Thc  diîigy  wool   imnig  ot"  îhe  nest,  partially  disa- 
.<nged,   completed    the    soft    cradie,    where    lay  two 
->veiy,   blue-coated    eggs,    whose  sheîls  were  slightly 
racked  ;  and  peeping  through  îhem,  came  ihe  yeilow 
'l'aks  oi  two  dead  birdlings,  in  mure  soiicitaiion. 
Deserted  ■"■    I  muttered. 

And  the  inother?      Perhaps  mangled   by  rhe  shot 
,i  ruthiess  hunter;  or  stoned  to  deaih  by  cruei  boys: 

might  be  that  she  had  beeii   beaten  and  slain  by  a 

ng'bird  of  the  forest  retreat. 

And  as  the  winds  sang  their  ceaseiess  îull-a-by  in 
:e  tree-top^,  niy  mind  fîew  back    to  many  another 

smantled  home,  whose  love-god  had  been  attacked 

id  routed.      Or"  one  of  thèse  hre-sides,    I  knev'  ihe 

dable  history  ! 

Two  fair-haired.  babbhng  babes  huddlea  a^^o 
•bbed  in  the  dîj^heveled,  torn  nest,  while  a  broker; 
earted  husband  And  father  waiied  over  the  shaitered 
earth-stone.  The  )ove-star  had  set  behind  the  un- 
^mmiserate  night-cioud.      The  tempter  had  stoien 

:o  the  domestic  circle,  kired  the  heart  of  the  voung 

Te  and   broketi   îhe   lox-e-i^nrhor-rhain   vvhirh    he!d 


aer  lo    liic  siinnc  ol  honour,  peace  and  ho\ 
tue  took  on  the  wings  oi  blackness  and  fiiucu  m^o 
îhe  shadow   of  sorrow,  to  weep  over   the  failure  of 
her  ministrv. 

But  there  siill  rernain  the  sagging  gâte,  the  uniidy 
pathway  that  winds  amongst  the  flower-beds,  the 
crumbling  cottage,  with  its  tottering  fire-place,  the 
ashy.  heartless  embers  and  the  glossy,  silken  webs 
that  the  ugly  spiders  hâve  spun  from  mantle-piece  lo 
blackened  crâne.  The  gossips  of  the  homely  country 
village  point  lo  the  Ponson  cottage,  as  the  Deserted 
Nest. 


SWEET  Ah,  those  green  :-ipots  in  the  valley  of  our 
THE  youth  !  How  we  romped  in  the  hay-loft, 
ECHO,  hunted  the  Easter-eggs,  breathed  in  the 
odourof  the  new-mown  meadows,  ran  to  the  jolly  au- 
tumn  nuttings  and  drew  our  chairs  around  the  spar- 
kling  fire  in  the  old-fashioned  grate,  on  the  long 
Winter  nighis  and  listened  to  thecreepy  ghost  taies! 
Thèse  aie  bare  recoUeciions,  now,  however  swcet  the 
écho  of  the  dear  home-voicei  and  the  patter  of 
îiny  feei   upon  the  floor. 

In  my  rnusings,  there  cornes  to  rny  mind's  eye  the 
vivid  picrure  of  a  green  mound^  on  the  Wesr  âlope  of 
à  simple  burying-place,  where  the  trees  and  grasses 
s^row  and   ^he  ^heît'^r'ns:  n^ne*  s'a-^v  ^iî;   'hf  '.-mn'-;   o:" 


ihe  wind's  soft  wings  and  sing  the  song  o(  Eiernai 
Rest  I  What  feeble  tributes  were  ail  oï  mine,  indeed, 
n  return  for  a  Mother's  love  !  One  tender  vine 
Jimbs  up  and  hugs  the  marble  tablet,  while  the  index 
■nger  of  a  white  hand  points   to  the   Golden  Gâte 

bove, 
Thou  enchantress,  Youth  I     Sweeter  to  me  is  the 

ropx>f  pure  water  from  the  cup  that  hangs  in  the 
iomely  well-curb,  than  ail  the  high-wines  that  sparkle 
n  the  goblets  of  the  world  ! 


PABLO        Modem     Paganini  1       Pablo    Martm 
DE  Meliton  de  Sarasate  î     As  if  il  were  a 

SARASATE.  charraed  and  breathing  instrument  and 
,^cred, — the   necromancer   of  those  soul-entrancing 
otes — he  grasps  that  miraculous  bow  and  hugs  his 
iolin,   fondles  it  upon  his    breast,  caresses  it,  like 
unto  a  gentle  child   he  loves.      And  as   the  tender 
winds  of  Summer  play  upon  the  yielding  reeds  and 
way  them  till  they  sigh  and  sing  in  mellow  cadence, 
)  this  wizard  of  instrumental  song  waves   beneath 
ae  alî-seductive  spell  of  each  sweet  concord,  rocked 
;i  the  cradle  of  his  own  inspired  music-souî  ;  a  con- 
irer  of  lithe,  fantastic  harmonies,  moved  by  the  gén- 
ie touch  of  the  finger  of  magie  melody,    Verily,  doth 
•oo  his  instrument,    court  it    like  a   lovp' 


ihe  briiiiant  siram&  burst  lorih  and  scatter  and  û\ï  thé 
air  with  musical  meteors. 

[  had  heard  ail  of  the  other  great  players.  Bu. 
I  iistened  to  Sarasate,  comparison  left  a  bare  glint 
their  grand  éloquence.  I  was  lost  in  the  labyrinth 
his  genius.  Such  ardour  of  masiery  !  I  felt  • 
charm  of  transport  !  He  had  spoken  to  my  su 
out  of  the  inspiration  of  his  own.  A  wordless  song 
inelted  my  heart  and  the  tears  rushed  into  my  eyr  ' 


A  The  water  had  stood  wonderfuliy  caln 

MORNING  aîl  the  morning.  Suddenly,  a  mig: 
STORWI  gust  of  wind  struck  our  boat.  We  real- 
AT  SE  A.  ized  the  fuîl  force  of  the  hurricane.  as 
us  battering-rams  punched  our  ribs.  Quicker  tl 
I  can  Write  it,  another  broadsider  struck  us,  BlacK 
clouds  instantly  blotted  out  the  sun.  The  sky  grev/ 
as  dark  as  night.  Corning  up  from  the  Southwc 
we  could  see  a  hideous  mountain  of  storm  rolhi.g 
towards  us,  bounding  at  us.  The  dense,  frowning 
ciouds  hung  split  by  forks  of  blinding  lightning.  In 
a  moment,  the  storm  towered  like  a  wall  of  death 
before  us!  The  treacherous  sea  reared  and  bucked 
and  pranced  like  a  mad  monster.  The  winds  raved 
and  tore  and  shook  the  boat  as  if  it  had  been  a  toy, 
heaving  her  high  on  the  crest  of  a  frantic  wave. 
Back  we  sank,  with  a  swjû  and  sickening  lunge,  i^ 


;ne 

,Mllf 
II 


„  ;ad  reared, 

no.   pounced  down  upon  our  deck  and  broke  with 
.  thunder  of  a  million  guns.     Every  ventilator  was 
•ced  air  tight.    But  the  efforts  appeared  hke  dnvin- 
ils  into  the  face  of  Providence.      Another 
..nost  scaling  the  sky,   it   seemed,   washed  up  -  ^ 
;;11  to  pièce-  .-  r.nr  dcck,  crashing  through  ail  bar-i- 

'scarcely    ûve    minutes  had  the    hurricane  U... - 
i„^n  .>fTit  dashedina  Northerly  direction,  permr> 
..    M,   speedout  from  beneath  the   crook  of  : 

,lbow,    as   the  death-dealing    monster  whipped  ti 

'■.  .aming  sea  with  its  dreaded  tail. 

THE      After  ail,   we  hâve   the  right   to  ask   wha' 
IDEAL    sweet    power  lent   itself  in  perfecting   tha 
HOME,  idéal  home  of  yours.     The  answer  we  m^^ 
nvine  •     The  load-stone  of  love,   that  positive,  mh 
ent  qualitv,  domesticity  !     You  g;ive  to  your  cb^''^ - 
^he  warmth  of  affection.      You  stored  your 
with  attractions,  that  they  might  -Ind  them  th 
xvoid  going  out   into  the  world  after  them. 
tore  do.wn\he  finger-board    that  pointed  oft 
cold    miasmatic  swamp  of  bohemianism  ;  remem- 
ing  that   its  poisons  rot   away  the.  very  founîa' 
timbers  of  the  home,  leaving  it  but  a  totterm: 
I  don't  wonder  at  it,  that  so  manv  childr 


The  kennel  is  a  paradis-,  ._— ^^ired  with  liieir 
Discontent  squats  in  every  corner.  The 
iciiiicr  lias  chosen  the  blasé  associations  of  the  noisy 
:uo-r>)om,  in  préférence  to  the  warm,  bright  glow  or" 
oestic  fire-side.  He  finds  comfort  (?)  in  besot- 
::  .  iLiationship,  dodges  the  gentle  influence  (  " 
;  lu-iiter  and  IVowns  upon  her  tender  caresses. 

After  ail,  can  you  blâme  him  ? 

vVhere  is  the  wife  and  mother? 

Bobbing  about,  somewhere,  mingling  with  fanati- 
^  al  suffrage  agitators  ;  busding  through  the  court's 
:  'irgy  atmosphère;  'stumping'  districts  in  caucus- 
v.rne  and  seeking  to  revolutionize  the  social  realm  at 
-.-  ge,  by  drabbling  her  skirts  in  political  mire  to  the 
-Ulot-box. 

Deeds  that  lift  a  man  to  the  rank  of  a  political  lion, 
.  r  stamp  him  a  powerful  exponent  of  the  law  and  an 
'marnent  to  his  profession,  unsex  a  woman — drag 
'•r-  ,,  .vvn    to  the  level  of  pot-house  poHticians  and 

re-puUers  and  strip  her  of  the  good  will  and  sym- 

..ihy  of  the  world.     Run  from  her,  as  you  would 

.  m  from  the  dévil  !     She  is  not  to  be  trusted  with 

your  confidence,  your  aspirations,  your  suit  of  woo- 

m^,   nor  your  love.     She  would  make  your  home  a 

;bage-field  of  discontent,  hang   the  mill-stone  of 
oohemianism  about  your  neck  and  rear  up  thistles  in 
the  garden  of  your  heart.     In  her  hands,  the  manna 
rn  to  ston^  ' 


MIDNIGHT    Therciilies. 

'  N  within.      Woiiuci  l  m  mu  pi  ises;  HIC  l^<  "l'i .; 

LONDON.  on,  down  in  thatnight-robed  town;  tli 't 
moving  panorama,  that  ever-shifting  kaléidoscope:, 
dazing,  bewildering  in  its  myriad  of  mystic  change- 
Startling  romances  stride  over  the  vast  scène  îik  • 
pawns  upon  a  boundless  chess-board.  Examples  <  •  " 
■vealth  and  poverty,  jostling  side-by-side  in  tb^»  <>-n- 
n^ighways.     Millionaire  and  beggar  touchincr 

n  the  surging  crowd.  Money-kings  in  ;_;. 
riages,  riding  past  himorer-haunted  hovels.  Wo.'-i  - 
mothers,  children.  >(  cold   and   dest 

Everywhere  bustle,  pf/e-mé/e,   confusion;  city  artc 
:es  throbbing  with  agitation  ;  the  rush,  the  race,  the 
liurry  of  women    and    men  ;    droning  of  countIc>^ 

vires,  carrying  electric  messages  oflife,  death,  sorrow 
peace,  joy,  happiness,  engagement,  battle,  loss,  vic- 
'.ory,  fortune,  into  the  home,  the  public  house,  th-; 
counting-room,  the  offices  of  the  great  journal^, 
where  editors,  jaded  and  careworn,  coin  the  hierc- 
g'yphics  into  news  that  startle  the  world  ' 

Grind  away,  ye  patient  knights  of  the  p.-       ...., 
your  lives  out  and  your  newspaper  may  (with  a  broad. 
T^rovisional    perhaps)  dévote  a  Une  < 
'nortal  going  off. 

hat  grand  things  your  journals  say — what  might/ 
essons  they  teach  ;  what  masses  of  men  they  educatf^: 
whnt  tnuh«:  t-hev  prirtt  :  what  anr>nnin2:  li^«;  thev  te'' 


:iie  \\on<j,  over  ,      inc  bcnsa.iioiib,  me  news,  me  pu..- 
tics,  the  earth's  deeJs  of  a  day  in  black  and  white  1 

Work   on,  delve  on,  ye   Knights  of  Bohen; 
perhaps — mind   you,    I   say  perhaps — your    jouir. 
may  be  induced    t  :>  increase  your  obituary  notice  i- 
les   space.      Sut  how  can  you  expect  ihat  you 
.,:v%.-.paper  will   gi^e  you    more  libéral   recognitioL 
needing,  as  il    àoa,  a  column  of  space  to  properi} 
isplay  the   taking  off  of  a  Etrange   species  of  t;:e 
.onkey  ? 

True,  Monsieur  tne  Monkey  bas  four  heels — whiis: 

ou  hâve  but   two  ;  which  may  go  to  illustraie  th^' 

iMrriority  of  heels  over  brains.    After  ail,  how  siupi:: 

.:  to  hâve  wasted  those  years  in  cramming  you: 

.'rams,  whilst   by  driving  a    few  weeks  practice  ini. 

our  heels,  (or  fists),  you  might  hâve  had    ihe  wrr' 

lis  knees  before  you  and  a  monument  i 
_  ^icular  memory. 
This  argument    may  be  weil  worth    looking  in  tu 
.ally  if  you  ever  intend    to  live   this    life  over 

But  ho  !    there    without  !    Shadow  of  the  rumblinu 

i      u,  carrying  home  the  belated  dozing  passenger: 

:tbbie,    urgently  rousing   his  groggy    fare  ;  cautious 

indlord,  artfully  closing    the  shutters    to  cheai    th< 

excise-law    and    accommodate    the  all-night    toper  ; 

?creech.  of  boatmen's    whistle  ;  river-pirates    lugging 

iwav    their    hooty  :  prison    dfpiuies    euardino-    rhe-r 


ce    with  God,     as    û\e   golden    ?iin    diwns 
lis    exécution    day 

■■ost-hasre    u^    --T'--  .,    ....,    ^,„..v...o  ^..  . 

lesigning  v\ing  up    the  last  \x  .! 

.     .    lestament   of  ilic  oid    miser;    raodest    maicic;. 
oling  beside  lier  couch  of  innocence,,  enin;-; 
!^ure  seul   to  the  keepingof  her  Maker  ; 
rity,  speaking  words  of  cheer  to  a  failen  si.sicr  ;  a 
ianip  going  ont  in  a  near-by  garret  ;  child  of  no- 
V,  opening  his  eyes  to  the  world  in  yonde. 
i  ofpoverty,  boni  within  the  lowly  manger  ;  ra^e 
iumanity,  with  brain  tangled  in  the  meshcs  of  c/é- 
-hé,   reehng  home  to  his  palHd,   starving  martyr- 
V.  uo,  fondling  in  her  trembling  arms  her  puny  babe, 
so  like  a  parcel  of  unwelcome  death  ;  jolly  company, 
M)ing  to  the  strains  of  merry  music  ;  gay  thespians, 
tking   glasses   and   toasting   public    favourites    in 
^ing  bumpers  ;  sly,  treacherous   burglar,  helping 
lad  through  the  window  :  courtesans  of  the  street, 
-   -V\%  their  nefarious    all-night  trade  and  hobnob- 
^  with  the  guardians  of  the  law  ;  ribald  revelry  of 
dance-house  ;  highwaymen,  foot-pads,  way-laying 
lonely  traveller  ;  a  cry  in  the  night,  a  struggle, 
-p  crack  of  the  robber's  pistol,  a  shriek,  murder. 
escape  ;  damnable  libertine,  decoying  to  her  ruin  the 
nnfinsDectinor  maiden  :  faithless,  u'nworthv  wife.  hurrv- 


ecret  ren 

•:ii:u.  \\;ijt:-iaden  daughier,   ciaïKicsiiiu' y  cre;._ 
eath  her  father's  roof — there  to  sleep,  to  dre... 

momentous  sensation  of  her  initial  crimson 
.  .j  >A  eiopement  of  lad  and  lassie,  thwartinp'  *'' 
-*ern  parental  protest  ;  tell-tale  moon-beam,  betra\ 
the  lover  as  he  steals  the  good-night  kiss  from  his  be- 
rrothed  ;    tipsy  serenaders    waking   the   welkin    with 
iiighter  and  song.     Clang  !  Clang  !  Clang  !  the  fire- 
bells  !      Bing  !  Bing  !   Bing  î  the  alarm  î      In  an  :n^ 
stant,   quiet  turns  to  uproar — an  outbursr  .  .f  r-    -  , 
excitement,  clamour — bedlam   broken 
Bing  î   Bing  !  Rattle,  clash  and  clatter.    Upcii  li} 
doors  ;  brave  men  mount  îheir  boxe?.      Bini^^  '  I' 
Bi!)g- 1  They're  off  !    The  horses  tea 
Iike  mad.      Bing  !  Bing  !   Bing!  goes  tne  gong. 

''Get  out  of  the  track  !     The  engines  are  c^nv'    - 
For  God's  sake  snatch  that  child  from  i 

On,   on,  wildly,  resolutely,  madly   fl}    luc   ^.^ 
Bing  !  Bing  !  Bing  !  the  gong.    Away  dash  the  ho 
on  the  wings  of  fevered  fury.    On  whirls  the  macl; 
down   streets,  around  corners,   up  this   avenue 
across  that  one,  out  into  the  very  bowels  of  darkn:  - 
whiffing,  wheezing,   shooting  a  million  sparks    \T' 
-h.e-  çfnrk,  paving  the  breath  of  startled  Night  w; 
'"  stars.     Over  the  house-tops,  to  the  No: 
a  vulcanic  bulge  of  flame  shoots  out,  belching  with 
h'îndins:  effect.      The  skv  is  ablaze.       A    tenement- 


urning.      Five  hundred  soûls  are  in  peiii. 
eu  11  LU  ileaven  !     Spare  the  victims  !     Are  the  en- 
nes  coming?      Yes,   hère  they  are,   dashing  down 
reet.     Look  !   Look  !  the  horses  ride  upon  the 
f^yes  bulging  like  balls  of  fire  ;  nostrils  wld.» 
m  the  animais  read  ?     Yes,  man,  tl. 
.id  !      To-  them,   there  is  danger  in  every  curling, 
.  k-ing  tongiie  of  fire.     What  a  furnace  of  fiame  !    A 
tlpitating  billow  of  blaze,  rolling,  plunging,  1 
;g,  rising,  falling,  swelling,  heaving — and  with  rnaii 
ssinn  biirsting  its  red-hot  sides  asunder  ;  reaching 
cephalopodic-like  arms,  encircling,  squeez- 
raooing   iip,    swallowing  everything  before  it, 
iie  hot,  greedy  mouth  of  a  appalling  monster. 
Biess  you,  how  the  horses  dash  around  that  corner! 
aimai  instinct,  sayyou?    Aye,  more.    Brute  reason  1 
Firemen  oif  with  coats  and  helmets. 
'  "p  the  ladders,  men  1  " 

.  .iC  towering  building  is  buried  in  blou.^.  

:  savage,  biting  éléments.     The  forked  tongues  da 

iid  in,  dodge  hère  and  there,  up  and  down  and 

ticir  cutting  edges  arouud  every  object,  boring 

stoutest    objc  résistance,    piercing 

.■.;  fcniuLcst  corners  of  the  liugh  pile.     Then  cornes 

crash,  a  diill,  explosive  sound  and  a  puff  of  smoke 

a   the   highest  point   upoh    the  roof, 

.nas  a  tiarR  figure,  in  a  desperate  strait,  the  hand:. 

Akin^  frantic  gestures,  the  arms  swinging  wildly- 


and  then  tlie  body  shoois  off  into  fnghtfui  space, 
plunging  upon  the  pavement  with  a  revolting  thud. 
The  man's  arm  strikes  a  by-stander,  as  he  darts 
down.  The  crowd  shudders,  sways  and  utters  a  low 
murmiir  of  pity  and  horror.  The  faint-hearted  look- 
ide  their  faces.  One  woman  (in  an  interc  - 
iTig  condition)  swoons  away.  A  child  breaks  into 
tears. 

''  Poor  fellow  !  Dead  !  "  exclaims  a  labourer,  as  e 
looks  upon  the  man's  body. 

"Aye,  Joe  and  I  knew  him  well,  too.      He  liv   cl 
next   door   tô  me,  five    flights,  back.     He   leavt  ; 
widowed  mother  and    two  wee  bits  of  orphans.      I 
helped  him  bury  his  wife  a  fortnight  ago.     Ah,  J 
but  it's  hard  Unes  for  the  orphans.  " 

A  ghastly  hour  moves  on,  dragging  its  régiment  ui 
panic  in  its  trail  and  leaving  crirason  blotches  of 
cruelty  along  the  path  of  Night. 

"Are  they  ail  '>iii.  Firemen  ?" 
Aye,  ayc. 

•*No,    they  re    noL  !       There's    a   woman    in    the 
top  window,  holding  a  child  in  her  arms — over  yon- 
der.  in  the  right  hand  corner!     The  ladder 
A  hundred  pounds  to  the  man  who  makes  the  rescue  ; 

A  dozen  start.  One  man,  more  supple  than  the 
olhers  and  reckless  in  his  bravery,  clambours  to  the 
top  run,L'  ^  ^  *'■■'•  ■'-■-■'■''-- 

•  '!"o  FToist  another  ' 


com  rades. 

the  unrr 


The  wailb  sv/ay,  rock  and    tumblc  in  v/iih  : 
iuL''  roar.     The  spectators  cea?e  to  breatîn  . 
ruth  reveals  itself.    The 
i    down  into    the  seethmg    îurncKL 
-n,  bent  with  the  weight  of  âge,  rusi 
e-Hne,  shrieking,  raving  and  wringini 
<j  opening  her  heart  of  grir^ 
"Poor  John  !     He  was  a 

But  he"s  gon<'  ile  iost  his  ov.: 

3civjiii   lwo  more  and   n^v. --liww  he's  in  there 
in  there  !  "  she   reneats,  pointing   to  the  crue 


rie  gloom  hangs  over   the  ruins,  lik' 
i.lc,  blackened  palL     The  polyglot  mass  brcà 

lisperses,     dissolves.       The    las^     shriek    {>^   :' 
rine's  whistle  ' 

îelated,  heavy    cart    dics  away.      i.iie    ani  ot   iUc- 
abbles  is  hushed  :  the  mirth  'of  public  house  .2:athf 


-gs   comt: 
■>lurbed  '  ■    __ 

on  his  beat.    Then  foll 
-jiice    oi    Night's   after-birth  ;    that 
ur,  when  thc  Tniqf'itv  citv  sleeps  in  ■ 

:,\  crecjjJîng  ■■>  er  '.;ic  ^mggisn  scène. 
.t,  ,the  sable  3oddess,  lifts  her  frightful 
ikcs  her  disheveled,  raven  locks.     Earth 
^udges  stretch  their  legs  and  yawn;  the 
nly  toi!  steal   forth  ;  voices  rise  and  mi; 

-creyish    air  ;  new    life    springs    up.      'ïh: 
'-'■''Thted  carts  is  heard  on  the  way  t*  '' 
)Ster-inongers    coarse     shout    i 
it;  clumsy  tramp  of  labourers  ;  the  n 
--pers  ;  the  rattle  of  shutters  ;  -the  ^î  rr, 
:■  bewildered,  all-night  dchauchi'. 
ihen  ail  bail  î  to  the  birth  of  the    c<; 
'vreeze  ;  the  rustle  of  the  \t?S\  trees  wiilj 

quickening  < 
.ne  deep-.  blue  eyes  ot  rosy  iMorn  and  tiie  iw:: 
le  sweet  song-birds  that  corne  down  to  bathr 
ountains  and  baptize  the  rays  of  the  in 


M'±^'^ 


NON-  And  yet  i  hear  you  deciar= 

EQUALITY.    mt^n  are  born  eaual  !  " 
What  rubbisi 

I   deny  this  assercion  ot   equaiily  !     Ana   leli  me  : 
:>>  roM    with  ail  of  the  candor  of  honcsty,  expect  t  ■ 

iie  Sound  of  Gabriers  hom  and  find  the  ei 
ne  complément  of  humanity's  unwashed  carbuncU- 
"tiiiiL^  to  the  riffht  and  left  of  you,  robed  in  fint-; 
and  lin^ 
'•  liut,"  you   argue,  i •..-.•._. 

valry  repented.'' 

True.     But  he  possessed  ;a  certain  nobility  oi  cl.- 
acter,  which  won  the  confidence  of  one  even  as  grcat 
he   Prince   of  God.       Besides,   he    was   cap  • 
T'.qjentance. 

"  But  Christ,  the  lowly  b- 
est  height,  "  you  say 

Begging  yoiirn  >  _     ., 

•he  fulfiUment  Prophecy.     The  Spirit  mighr 

Lvàve  spoken  in  tiic  iecund  région  of  a  Princess,  instead 

,f  a  plebian  ;— in  which  case,   .he  Son  might  hav(^ 

bdrn  in  a  palace,  instead  of  a  manger.       Hi. 

r.iii..  was  established  before  His  birth. 

Iherc  are  persons  who  are  born 

•,  their  own  surroundings.     Ana  wneu   uk;  - 
,j  an  attempt  (if  ever,  by  any  chance  they  do,, 
iheir  repentance  carries  with  it  a  pungent  odour  ^ 
sin-fusty  sulphur.      '^   -   '1--  bM.ir.ess  to   enlist  rc 
cruits  for  the  stuft;. 


THE  A  coivj,  uiiici  nistoi)  nàs  me  ouicasi — 

OUTCAST.   short  and  dark  !     He.hugs   the   crue: 
woiid,  as  thé  slimy  snail  hugs  the  stone.      Like  the 
i    .ahsome  lizard,  he  draws  his  hated  length  ove:  '^ 
!   -ged  rocks  of  time  and  dies  there,   with  as 
•  rcmony  as   Nature  will    allow.     And    then   a 
nies  the  grave-digger,  who  flings  his  body  iniv.  ., 
Ily  hole  in  Potter's  Field.     Heap  the  coarse,  cold 
'ds   upon   his   rough-nailed   box.      Set   no   mark 
.  ij\e  his  resting-place.     Plant  no  fiower  above  his 
;  lebianistic  mound.     Even  the  rocks  over  which  hc 
"  shrink  within  themselves,  as  they  rub  against 
vs  -.fhis  T)Over:\-eaten  memory  ! 
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MOTHER-OF-    Bies: 

VINEGAR        sons  receive,  at  the  braying  of  char- 

NATURES.       ity's  trumpet  !     With   the  birth    of 

hc  suggestion  that  they  ought  to  do  a  good  deed  for 

lae  person  other  than  themselves,  their  whole  na- 

ire  sours  upon  their  stomach,  as  milk  will  sometimes, 

V.  a  clap   of  thunder.      But  there  are,    besides  this 

'    t^s,  myriads  of  persons  who  are  born  with  a  vine- 

i-coated  caul,     They  inherit  their  acidulous  quali- 

■  Jid  faithfulivkeen  thcm  c-n  dress  r-arade.  through- 

-^our-born 


ents    rear   soui-bora    ciiiidrea    on    a 
•    fire    them    out  into  scènes  of  bust..,  , 
alth,  place,  réputation,  before  ti. 
.^ed  bones  grow  hard.     In  this  atmosphère  ui'  push 
[  Ijurrv.  rush   and  w^jvry,  men   read   a^  they  run. 
string.  -ad-mill, 

:u  birtli  duwn  Lu  tiie  <^Mte  of  Eternity.    iiie  method 
Tns  men  from  ail  notions  of  délibération,  consider- 
Why,  bless  you,  they  sta<i  i 
rnuriai  lerror  oi  i(iosing  a  farthing,  were  they  lo 
'.'^h.      They  sour  in  the  constant  process  of  shaking 
;  and,  finally,  by  rule,  evolve  into  typical,  walking 
■:''^?,    incessantly    drinking    in    life's    puckering 
-  .         .:.d    dying,    they   go    down    to    oblivi  -li. 
^pped  in  a  shroud  of  mother-of-vinegar. 


AN  If  you  are  an  actor,  the  ternis, 

ACTOR'S   favourite"  and  ''public  patrona . 
SCRAP-     appeal    in    many   ways   to   your    nean, 
BOOK.      Look — the  évidence  of  the  public's  pasi 
x^  i>reciation   of  your   work,   stowed    away 
albums  and  scrap-books,  amongst  those  timt-siainea 
casts  of  characters  and  in  that  parcelof  old,  mHdewed 
play-bills  :  one  of  which  tells  of  the  night 
made  your  first  bow  to  your  pubhc.     The;  i^um^, 
t..    s-   manv  men   and  women,   time-honoured,  be- 


:h  and  one  or 
aave  passed  Iroin  deatii  unto  Life.      Ah,  those  intr. 
SIC  records  !     Rosy  reminders   of  days   long    ^'  - 
But  what  staggering  rows  of  cruel  exclamatioi; 

ead  betwixt  the  lines  :  unimpeachable  witncb- 
;r  years  of  struggle,  months  of  self-sacrificé.  d- 
>  of  hunger!  What  wonderful  truths  those  ^ 
s  contain,    what  romances,    too  ;  what 
ic'.^,    v/hat  tell-taîe  marks  of  bare-faced 

;  .  rernember    tnc    nigiit    tliat    you    made   yc»i 
don't  ^-oii  ?     To  be  sure  you  do  !     It  was  r"; 

ir  friends  felt  sure   tb 
win.      uîiiers  n;.-'  "^         ''    ^'^  "  -.*'     '     '" 
;  success. 

■  'U  ? 

i/nA  yuu  ? 

Follow  on   a  bit.     The   night   came,  that  famo; 

v.i^L;,     The  house  was  crammed.     Boxes  and  stai 

siudded  with  lovely  women,  society's  beautifi 

s,  jeweled  and  diamond-decked.     First-nis?(! 

t;n-about-town,  club  fréquenter^ 


v.iig  up  . 
':'  'Il    stood 


vjO    Oïl   . 

b\-  îhe    . 


\-oii  miierea. 

.     are  yoii  waiting  for . 

irapt-side.     Now  go  on.     Well 
'^^tternow?      Wing  your  lines, 

■^gad  !      It's    too    bad  I      Yoii''. 
ue,  already.     The  audienc 
nn-i<_r  T^iuch  longer,  ^""  '-i 
Impossit 

^'ou    siooà   screwcd   Lo  your   iracks, 
riîrough    the    cioud    cf    s'iirnn-u^rirv 

the  footlight- 

.-^   aiia    yawning '.gulf.     In   this   dark  holc,   y  ou 
■ined  r.  myriad  of  upturned,  huiiian  faces,    noth- 

A   daze.    a   prostratin!-. 

ana  you  dashed  your  fingers  acros^  }.'i 

'  Retire  !  "  thundered    the  prompter.     '\ 

:    ■    :;    V       vou  stared  about,  upon   ail  sioes 

,ue  swani.      \o\i   grew  dizzy — but  ;v* - 

-,  muttering  an  inaudible  mass  <->f  s. 

.  anything,  but  yourli:  éd.     Tke 


liât    anc  our    pat, 

-.■Mirscj.     lurther    einbarrassment,    you    W( 

■■■'''  to  sink  through  the  boards. 

'  you  heard  a  score  of  vr 

1  ihe  front. 

1    wnvp  nf  charii;.    ........    ..^   ......    ..,. 

leading  its  soothing  wings 

-.       .      You   fclt  the  pressure  of  sym] 

,i.îj'-Li   ^     ir  chceks. 

\  n;  )urage  !  " 

l'his  cticckcd  ihc   paroxisni  ol   your   frij_^ 

':  the  lessenincr  of  the  load,  as  it  slîpped  ' 

iresto:    me    Duraen    naa    gone  .      Ana    iron 
•urk  purgatory    of  f?elf.  von    lenpt  ?nto   the  ^^2- 

iir  own  free  u: 

This  siège  of  ^>ui^e-iiii:iiL     ids  • 
T»  you,  it  seemed  like  thirty  hours. 

You  took  your  eue.     Lines   followc 
.  rowding,   pushing,  tripping,  tumbHng   ..>> 
jiuer  with  rapid  pace.     The   character  sto 
•    Li  like  a  boulder.    Inspiration  goaded  you.    Su 
.  ijased    <'^»rv  effort.      The    scène     'vpr    -lip    ." 
r  .1 . lit  jravos  "  greeted  y > 

You  tiiid  scorcd  !     Curtain  ! 

A  cai!  ■      Hark  '.      A  double  oall. 


In  thèse  modem  days,  when  speculators,  vile  ama- 
teurs, shppkeepers'-clerks,  society  swells,  and  "star' 
dventuresses  (using  the  stage  to  cover  their  sins),  in 
icse  modem  days,  I  say,  yoii  rake  the  dying  embc-:> 
u   your  grate,   light  your  pipe,  straighten  your  legs, 
ad    sit    m  using,     whilst    you    bmsh    the    du  si   a  m'. 
imisH  from  the  bright  spots  of  the  goo^ 
ago  :    days    when    the     merits    of    the     actor      \sck 
-auged    by  dint  of  talent— not   by  his  multitude  oî 
lilor-made   suits,    or    the   latest    bit    of  her  putrid 
scandai. 

The  curling  beat  rises  above  the  foot-lights  of  your 
f;^ncy,  like  a  curtain,  dividing  your  présent  from  your 
romantic  past.  You  add  up  your  years  of  histrionic 
irinmphs  and  stir  the  grate-fire  again.  What  a  round 
iccesses  you  enjoyed,  to  be  sure  !  Can  it  be 
icn  a  long  time  ago,  that  you  made  your  dédît/ .^ 
\ye,  full  half  a  century,  my  dear  fellow.  Hark,  )c 
\  faint  vibration  of  applause.  Louder  and  louder 
il  grows,  as  down  the  corridor  of  time  it  rolls.  You 
ratch  the  sound  of  the  plaudits,  the  ^'bravos/'  the 
ihumping  of  sticks,  the  clapping  of  muffled  hands. 
Vou  hear  the  uproar.  You  see  the  audience  "  rise 
Ai  you,"  as  in  days  gone  by.  "  Bravo  r  Bravo  !  " 
You  listen  again— and  once  more  rake  the  grate-fire, 
)<)  the  music  of  the  cchocs  of  acclamation,  ihnt  shall 


cea> 

rol<:.  ,u    ihe  ringing   up  of    the  curtain  of  Eternu  , 

:n     a    character     Immortal,--a    star    amongst    the 

stars,— and     fake   vour    eue     from    iht,     All-Rnlin.r 

Prompte; 


'^"^  ''  his     private     life 

vvlii.^pci.^,  a>  u<-  i..-culs  thèse  ïines  over  ni)'  skuuidei. 
The  player's  private  life  ! 
Egad  ! 

'perty  (or,  God's  property.  rntli 
-'Tid  hc  lia»  Liie  same  right  that  any  othei 
)  cnî()\-  ii    rr<'(^  fn.ni  interruptioT^ 
iiisitiveness    • 
■"■  turn  cast  a  stone  at  your 

I>i"P  the  ciirtuin  ! 
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